wo 


FIRST SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 


“ Hosanna to the Son of David.’ 
2 8s, 88, 8s, 8s, 11s. 
lhe ee to the living Lord! 
Hosanna to th’ Incarnate Word! 
To Christ, Creator, Saviour, King, 
Let earth, let heaven, hosanna sing, 
Hosanna! Tord! Hosanna in the highest! 


2 “Hosanna,” Lord, Thine angels cry; 
“ Hosanna,” Lord, Thy saints reply : 
Above, beneath us, and around, 
The dead and living swell the sound. 
Hosanna! Lord! Hosanna in the highest t 


3 OSaviour, with protecting care 
Return to this, Thy house of prayer, 
Assembled in Thy sacred name, 
Where we Thy parting promise claim. 
Hosanna! ond Hosanna in the highest! 


4 But, chiefest, in our cleansed breast, 
Eternal, bid Thy Spirit rest; 
And make our secret soul to be 
A temple pure, and worthy Thee. 2 
Hosanna! Lord! Hosanna in the highest! 


5 So, in the last and dreadful day, 
When earth and heaven shall melt away, 
Thy flock, redeem’d from sinful stain, 
Shalt swell the sound of praise again. 
Hosanna! Lord! Hosanna in the highest! 
Reginald Heber, 1811. 


“Blessed is He that cometh in the name of the Lord.” 


3 L. M. 6 lines. 
COME, O come, Emanuel, 
And ransom captive Israel ; 
That mourns in lowly exile here, 
Until the Son of God appear. 
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emanuel 
Shall come to thee, O Israel! 


8 SECOND SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 


The new heay’n and earth t’ inherit 
Take Thy pining exiles home ; 
All creation 
Travails, groans, and bids Thee come! 
6 Yea, Amen! let all adore Thee, 
High on Thine eternal throne : 
Saviour, take the Ye and glory ; 
Claim the kingdom for Thine own . 
O come quickly, 
Everlasting God, come down. 
Charles Wesley and John Cennick. 
Aliered by M. Madan. 
“A light to lighten the Gentiles.” 


8s, 7s. 
W Wagt of those whose dreary dwelling 
Borders on the shades of death! 
Come, and, by Thy love’s revealing, 
Dissipate the clouds beneath. 


2 Still we wait for Thine appearing ; 
Life and joy Thy beams impart, 
Chasing all our fears, and cheering 
Every poor benighted heart. 


8 Save us in Thy great compassion, 
O Thou mild, pacific Prince ! 
Give the Res Ai of salvation, 
Give the pardon of our sins ; 


4 By Thine all-sufficient merit, 
Every burdened soul release j- ; 
Every weary, wandering spirit 
Guide into Thy perfect peace. 
Charles Wesley, 1744. 


“ Praise the Bey es ye Gentiles.” 


HH Thou nice of every blessing, 
Sovereign Father of mankind, 
Gentiles now, Thy grace possessing, 
In Thy courts admission find. 


10 


14 FOURTH SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 


From the heavens, brightly gleaming, 
Christ shall chase away the night. 


2 Souls, immersed in sin, and torpid, 
Wounded by its venom’d stings, 
Now shall rise: for lo! the Day Star 
Comes with healing in His wings. 


3 From on high, the Lamb, commissioned 
To remove our guilt, appears: 
Let us all, to gain His pardon, 
Pray with penitential tears— 


4 That, when at His second Advent, 
Clouds of glory mark His path, 
And the world in fiery deluge 
Sinks beneath His dreadful wrath ;— 


5 We may not for sins be driven 
Exiles into endless doom, 
But, beneath His strong protection 
Sheltered, reach eternal Home. 
Ambrose. 
Translated by BE. E. Highe. 


“ Repent ye, for the kingdom of heaven is at hand.” 
ts H. M 


O! from the desert homes 
Where He hath hid so long, 
The new Elias comes 
In sternest wisdom strong ; 
The voice that cries—of Christ from high 
And judgment nigh, from opening skies. 


2 Your God e’en now doth stand 
At heaven’s opening door, 
His fan is in His hand, 
And He will purge His floor ; 
The wheat He claims, and with Him stows, 
The chaff He throws, to quenchless flames. 


16 FOURTH SUNDAY IN ADVENT, 


3 Come, quickly come, true Life of all; 
The curse of death is on the ground; 
On every home his shadows fall, 
On every heart his mark is found : 
Come, quickly come: for grief and pain 
Can never cloud Thy glorious reign. 


4 Come, cee come, sure Light of all, 
_ For gloomy night broods o’er our way ; 
And fainting souls begin to fall 
With weary watching for the ser 
Come, quickly come: for round Thy throne 
No eye is blind, no nightis known. 
Lawrence Tuttiett. 


“To give light to them that sit in darkness, and in the 
shadow of death.” 


20 0. M. 


O VERY God of very God 
And very Light of ee t, 

Whose feet this earth’s dark valley trod, 
That so it might be bright ; 


2 Our hopes are weak, our fears are strong, 
Thick darkness blinds our eyes ; 
Cold is the night, and oh! we long 
That Thou, our Sun, would’st rise. 


8 And even now, though dull and grey, 
The east is bright’ning fast, 
And kindling to the perfect day, 
That never shall be past. 


4 Oh, guide us till our path is done, 
And we have reached the shore 
Where Thou, our Everlasting Sun, 
Art shining evermore. 


5 We wait in faith, and turn our ft 
To where the daylight rales od 


20 CHRISTMAS DAY, 


The angel of the Lord came down, 
And glory shone around. 


2 “Fear not,” said he; (for mighty dread 
Had seized their troubled mind 3) 
“ Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
To you and all mankind, 


3 “To you, in David’s town, this day 
Ts born of Dayid’s line 
The Saviour, who is Christ the Lord; 
And this shall be the sign, 


4 “The heay’nly Babe you there shall find 
To human view displayed, 
All meanly wrapt in swathing bands, 
And in a manger laid,” 


5 Thus spake the Seraph ; and forthwith 
Appeared a shining throng 
Of angels, praising God, and thus 
Addressed their joyful song. 


6 “ Allglory be te God on high, . 
And to the earth. be peace ; 
Good-will henceforth from heay’n to men 
Begin, and never cease ! ” 
Nahum Tate, 1696. 


“ And suddenly there was with the Angel a multitude of 
the heavenly host praising God.” : 
26 
Li 


} 8s, 78. 
| bare what mean those holy voices, 
Sweetly sounding through the skies? 
0! th’ angelic host rejoices, 
Heav’nly hallelujahs rise, 


2 Listen to the wondrous story, Ms 
Which they chant in hymns of joy; 

» “Glory in the highest, glory! 

( Glory be to God most high! 


ze CHRISTMAS DAY. 


5 O Zion! lift thy raptured eye, 
The lorig-expected hour is nigh, 
The joys of nature rise again, - 
The Prince of Salem comes to reign. 


6 He comes! to cheer the trembling heart ; 
Bid Satan and his wiles depart: 
Again the day-star gilds the gloom, 
Again the bowers of Eden bloom! 


7 O Zion! lift Thy raptured eye 
The long-expected hour is nigh, 
Sing praises, with the angel host, 
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
Thomas Campbell, 1820. 


“ Break forth into joy, sing together, ye waste places of 
Jerusalem.” 


28 11s, 11s, 12s, 11s, 10s, 10s. 
Vig ! the marvellous story be telling; 
The Son of the Highest, how lowly His birth! 
The brightest archangel in glory excelling, 
He stoops to redeem thee, He reigns upon earth. 
Shout the glad tidings, exultingly sing, 
Jerusalem triumphs, Messiah is King. 


2 Tell how He cometh: from nation to nation, 
The heart-cheering news let the earth echo round , 
How free to the faithful He offers salvation, 
His people with joy everlasting are crown’d. 
Shout the glad tidings, exultingly sing, 
Jerusalem triumphs, Messiah is King. 


3 Mortals, your homage be gratefnlly bringing, 
And sweet let the gladsome hosanna arise ; 
Ye angels, the full hallelujah be singing, 
One chorus resound through the earth and the skies. 
Shout the glad tidings, exultingly sing, 
Jerusalem triumphs, Messiah is King. 
Wm. A. Muhlenberg. 


24 CHRISTMAS DAY. 


3 Remember, Thou, who all didst make, 
How, for Thy fallen creatures’ sake, 
Thou, in the Holy Virgin’s womb, 
Didst our humanity assume, 


4 To-day, as year by year its light 
Sheds o’er the world a radiance bright, 
One Dae truth is echoed on, 

‘Tis Thou hast saved us, Thou alone,” 


5 Thou from the Father’s throne didst come 
To call His banished children home H 
And heav’n and earth, and sea and shore 
His love who sent Thee here adore. 


6 And gladsome too are we to-day 
Whose guilt Thy blood has washed away} 
Redeemed, tlre new-made song we sing; 
It is the birthday of our King. 
Latin Hymn, 6th Century. 
. W. Baker & E. Caswalt, 


“In the Lord shail all the seed of Israel be Justified, and 
shall glory.” 


31 c. M. 
HH let us swell our tuneful notes, 
And join th’ angelic throng; 
The angels no such love have known 
As we, to wake their song. 


2 Good will to sinful man is shown, 
And peace on earth is given ; 
For. lol th’ incarnate Saviour comes 
With messages from heay’n. 


3 Justice and grace, with sweet accord, 
His rising beams adorn : ies 
Let heaven and earth in concert join, 
“The promis’d Child is born.” 


26 CHRISTMAS DAY. 


4 Since Thy love for our salvation, 
Saviour, covered Thee with shame, 
Let Thy Church, in every nation, 
Sing the glory of Thy Name; 
Let Thy Holy Spirit make us 
Full of humbleness and love, 
Like Thyself, until Thou take us 
To our Father’s house above. 
Jno. M. Neale. 


“* And the light shineth in darkness,” 


L. M. 8 lines. 
HEN marshaled on the nightly plain 
The glittering host bestud the sky, 
One star alone, of all the train, 

Can fix the sinner’s wandering eye: 
Hark! hark ! to God the chorus breaks, 
* From every host, from every gem; 

But one alone the Saviour speaks ; 

It is the Star of Bethlehem. 


33 


2 Once on the raging seas I rode; 

The storm was loud, the night was dark ; 
The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed 

The wind, that tossed my foundering bark : 
Deep horror then my vitals froze ; 

Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem ; 
When suddenly a star arose ; 

It was the Star of Bethlehem, 


8 It was my guide, my light, my all; 
It bade my dark forebodings cease ; 
And, thro’ the storm, and danger’s thrall, 
It led me to the ge of peace: 
Now, safely moore , my perils o’er, 
ri sing, first in nighi’s diadem, 
For ever and for ever more, 
The Star—the Star of Bethlehem. 
' Henry Kirke White, 1804, 


28 ST. STEPHEN’S DAY, 


And honor, power, and glory, 


Ascribe to God alone. Earl Nelson. 
“ We rejoice before Thee in the blessed communion of all 
Thy saints.” 
35 Ss. M. 


EX Thy true servants, Lord, 
Who strove in Thee to live, 

Who follow’d Thee, obeyed, adored, 
Our grateful hymn receive. 


2 For Thy true servants, Lord, 
Who strove in Thee to die, 
And found in Thee a full reward, 
Accept our thankful ery. 


8 Thine earthly members fit 
. To join Thy saints above, ; 
In one communion ever knit, 
One fellowship of love. 


4 Jesus, Thy name we bless, 
And humbly pray that we 
May follow them in holiness 
Who lived and died for Thee, 
Altered from Richard Mant, 1849. 


“Be thou faithful unto death, and I will give thee a crown 
of life.” 


36 88, 78, 8 lines, 
beget te to Thee, O Lord most Holy, 
King of earth, and sea, and sky ; 

Be Thy name adoréd solely 
For each martyr’s victory. 

Let the voice of praise and blessing 
Evermore to Thee ascend, 

For ie | glories everlasting, 
For Thy mercies without end. 


44 THE EPIPHANY. 


“ My times are in Thy hand.” 
56 7s. 
bag Thy mercy and Thy grace, 
Faithful through another year, 
Hear our song of thankfulness, 
Father, and Redeemer, hear! 


2 In our weakness and distress, 
Rock of strength! be Thou our stay! 
In the pathless wilderness 
Be our true and living way! 


8 Who of us death’s awful road 
In the coming year shall tread ? 
With Thy rod and staff, O God, 
Comfort Thou his dying head! * 


4 Keep us faithful, oe us pure, 
Keep us evermore Thine own! 
Help, O help us to endure! 
Fit us for Thy promised crown! 


5 So within Thy palace gate 
We shall praise, on golden strings, 
Thee, the only Potentate, 
Lord of lords, and King of kings ! 
Henry Downton, 1843. 


THE EPIPHANY. 


“ There shall come a star out of Jacob, and a sceptre shall 
rise out of Israel.” 
57 


L. M. 
HAT star is this, with beams so bright, 
More beauteous than the noonday light ? 
It shines to herald forth the King, 
And Gentiles to His cradle bring. 


460 THE EPIPHANY. 


Changing water into wine; 
Anthems be to Thee addrest, 
God in Man made manifest. 


3 Manifest in making whole 
Palsied limbs and fainting soul; 
Manifest in valiant fight, 
Quelling all the devil’s might; 
Manifest in gracious will, 

Ever bringing good from ill ; 
Anthems be to Thee addrest, 
God in Man made manifest, 


4 Sun and moon shall darkened be, 
Stars shall fall, the heaven shall flee: 
Christ will then like lightning shine, 
All will see His glorious sign ; 

All will then the trumpet hear, 
All will see the Judge appear: 
Thou by all wilt be confest, 
God in Man made manifest. 


5 Grant us grace to see Thee, Lord, 
Mirrored in Thy holy Word; 
May we imitate Thee now, 
And be pure, as te art Thou; 
That we like to Thee may be, 
At Thy great Epiphany ; 
And may praise Thee, ever blest, 
God in Man made manifest. 

" B C. Wordsworth. 


“They presented unto Him gifts : gold, frankincense, and 
myrrh, 


59 11s, 108. 
Bee. and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us Thine aid; 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 


THE EPIPHANY. AT 


2 Cold on His cradle the dew-drops are shining, 
Low lies His head with the beasts of the stall ; 
Angels adore Him, in slumber reclining, 
Maker and Monarch and Saviour of all. 


3 Say, shall we yield Him, in costly devotion, 
Odors of Edom, and offerings divine, 
Gems of the mountain and pearls of the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest or gold from the mine ? 


4 Vainly we offer each bey oblation, 
Vainly with gifts would His favor secure ; 
Richer by far is the heart’s adoration, 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 


5 Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us Thine aid ; 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 
Reginald Heber, 1811. 


“ The star went before them, till tt came and stood over 
where the young child was.” 


60 : L. M. 
EE now fulfilled what God decreed, # 
“From Jacob shall a star proceed ; ” 
And eastern sages with amaze 
Upon the wondrous vision gaze. 


2 The guiding Star above is bright, 
Within them shines a clearer Iijcht, 
Which leads them on with power benign 
To seek the Giver of the sign. 


3 True love can brook no dull delay ; 
Nor toil nor dangers stop their way : 
Home, kindred, father-land, and all 
They leave at their Creator’s call, 


48 THE EPIPIANY, 


4 O Jesus! while the Star of Grace 
Allures us now to seek Thy face, 
Let not our slothful hearts refuse 
The guidance of that Light to use. . 
Latin Hymn, 
Altered from J. Chandler. 


“ The Gentiles shall come to Thy light and kings to the 
brightness of Thy rising.” 


61 7s, 68. 


AIL to the Lord’s Anointed, 
Great David’s greater Son! 
See in the time appointed 
His reign on earth begun! 


2 He comes to break oppression, 
To set the captive free 
To take away transgression, 
To rule in equity. 


3 Before Him on the mountains 

Shall peace, the herald, go; 
And from a thousand fountains 

Shall grace unceasing flow. 


& 4 Kings shall fall down before Him, 
And gold and incense bring; 
Ali nations shall adore Him, 
His praise all people sing; 


5 To Him shal} prayer unceasing 
daily vows ascend ; 
His kingdom still increasing, 
A kingdom without end, 


6 Over every foe victorious, _ 
: He on His throne shall rest : 
From age to age more glorious, 

All blessing and all blest ; 


50 | *HE EPIPHANY. 


Thou its Light, its Joy, its Crown, 
Thou its Sun which goes not down; 
There for ever may we sing 
Alleluias to our King. 
Wm. Chatterton Dis, 1860. 


“We have seen His star in the East.” 


63 L. M. 8 lines, 


ELCOME! that star in Judah’s sky, 
That voice o’er Bethlehem’s palmy glen, 

The lamp far sages hailed on high, 

The tones that thrilled the shepherd-men: 
Glory to God in loftiest heaven— 

Thus angels smote the echoing chord— 
Glad tidings unto man forgiven ; 

Peace from the presence of the Lord. 


2 The shepherds sought that birth divine ; 
The wise men traced their guided way; 
There, by strange light and mystic sign, 
The God they came to worship Jay: 
A human Babe in beauty smiled, 
Where lowing oxen round Him trod; 
A Virgin clasped her awful Child, 
Pure Offspring of the Breath of God. 2 


3 Those voices from on high are mute ; 
The star the wise men saw is dim; 
But hope still guides the wand’rer’s foot, 
And faith renews the angel hymn: 
Glory to God in loftiest heayen— 
Touch with glad hand the ancient chord— 
Good tidings unto man forgiven : 


Peace from the presence of the Lord. 
R.S. Hawker, 


62 THE EPIPHANY. 
“ All the ends of the earth shal see the salvation of our 
Od. 


65 L. M, 
a shall reign where’er the sun 
; Does his successive journeys run ; 
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore, 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 


2 For Him shall endless prayer be made, 
And endless praises crown His head ; 
His name like sweet perfume shall rise 
With every morning sacrifice, 


3 People and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on His love with sweetest song; 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on His name. 


4 Blessings abound where’er He reigns ; 
The joyful (ptr bursts his chains; 
The weary find eternal rest, 

And all the sons of want are blest. 


5 Where He displays His healing power, 
Death and the curse are known no more; 
In Him the tribes of Adam boast 
More blessings than their father lost. 


6 Let every creature rise and bring 
Peculiar honors to our King: i 
fon ee descend with songs again, 
And earth repeat the loud Amen! 
r Isaac Watts, 1719. 


“Tam the bright and morning star.? 
66 7s, 6 lines. 


Rage whose glory fills the skies, 
Christ, the true, the only Light; 


d4 = wIRsT SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY. 


3 By the Name which Thou didst take, 
Suffering sorely for our sake ; 
Name of grace and majesty, 
Name adored on bended knee; 
Word Incarnate, hear our cry: &c. 


4 By the joy of Simeon blest 
hen he clasped Thee to his breast ; 
By the widow’d Anna’s song, 
Poured amid the wondering throng; 
Word Incarnate, hear our cry: &c. 


5 By the worship shepherds paid; 
By the gifts that sages made, 
Gold and myrrh and incense sweet, 
Laid in homage at Thy feet ; 
Word Incarnate, hear our cry: &e. 


6 By Thine angel-bidden flight 
Into Egypt in the night ; 
By Thy home at Herod’s death 
In despiséd Nazareth ; 
Word Incarnate, hear our cry: &c. 
Frederick W. Faber, 


- _ 


FIRST SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY 


They found Him in the temple, sitting in the midst of 
the doctors.” 


38 Ss. M. 


ITHIN the Father’s house 
The Son hath found His home; 
And to His temple suddenly 
The Lord of Life hath come. 


‘bE FIRST SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY, 


3 Blest He that comes to wretched men, 
With peaceful news from heaven ; 
Hosannas of the highest strain, 
To Christ the Lord be given! 


4 Let mortals ne’er refuse to take 
The hosanna on their tongues, 
Lest rocks and stones should rise, and break 
Their silence into songs. 
Isaac Watts. 


“ The Lord loveth the gates of Zion more than all the 
dwellings of Jacob,” 


10 L. M. 
Go? in His earthly a hg lays 
Foundations for His heavenly praise: 
He likes the tents of Jacob well; 
But still in Zion loves to dwell. 


2 His mercy visits every house, 
That pays its night and morning vows ; 
But makes a more delightful stay, 
Where churches meet to praise and pray. 


3 What glories were described of old! 
What wonders are of Zion told! 
Thou city of our God below! ; 
Thy fame shall Tyre and Egypt know. 


4 Egypt and Tyre, and Greek and Jew, 
Shall there begin their lives anew; 
Angels and men shall join to sin 
The hill where living waters spring. _ 


5 When God makes up His last account 
Of natives in His holy mount, 
’T will be an honor to appear 
As one new-born and nourished there. 
: Isaac Watts, 1719. 


58 SECOND SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY. 


3 Thou art the Life; the rending tomb 
Proclaims Thy conquering arm; 
And those who put their trust in Thee 
Nor death nor hell shall harm, 


4 Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life; 
Grant us that Way to know; 
That Truth to keep, that Life to win, 
Whose joys eternal flow. 
George W. Doane. 


SECOND SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY. 


“This beginning of miracles did Jesus in Cana of Gatiles, 
. and manifested forth His glory.” 
73 


8. M. 
pe praise to Thee, O Lord 
Who by Thy mighty power 
Didst manifest Thy glory forth 
In Cana’s marriage hour. 


2 Thou speakest: it is done: 
Obedient to Thy word, 
The water redd’ning into wine 
Proclaims the present Lord. 


3 Blest were the eyes which saw 
' That wondrous ae dey tt 
The great beginning of Thy works, 
‘ That kindled faith in Thee. 


4 And blesséd they who know 
Thine unseen Presence true, 
When in the Kingdom of Thy grace 
Thou makest all things new. 


5 For by Thy loving hand 
Thy people still are fed ; 
Thou art the Cup of blessing, Lord, 
And Thou the heavenly Bread. 


64 THIRD SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY. 


“ He that believeth in Me, though he were dead, yet shall 
he live.” 


80 C.M. 


FOR a thousand tongues to sing 
My great Redeemer’s praise ! 
The glories of my God and King, 
The triumphs of His grace! 


2 My gracious Master, and my God, 
‘Assist me to proclaim, 
_ To spread through all the earth abroad 
The honors of Thy Name. 


3 Jesus! The Name that charms our fears, 
That bids our sorrows cease ; 
’Tis music in the sinner’s ears, 
*Tis life, and health, and peace. 


4 He breaks the power of cancelled sin, 
He sets the prisoner free ; 
His blood can make the foulest clean, * 
His blood availed for me. 


5 He speaks,—and, listening to His voice, 
: New life the dead receive; 
The mournful, broken hearts rejoice ; 
The humble poor believe. : 


6 Look unto Him, ye nations; own 
Your God, ye fallen race: _ 
Look, and be saved through faith alone, 


Be justified by grace. 
saad fd Charles Wesley. 


“The Lord ismy rock, and my fortress, and my deliverer.” 
L. M. 6 Lines. 


bag tbe hidden Source of calm repose! 
Thou all-sufficient Love divine ! 
My help and refuge from my foes, 


§& YoURTH SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY. 


4 So, when our life is clouded o’er, 
And storm-winds drift us from the shore, 
Say (lest we sink to rise no more) 
“ Peace, be still,” 
Godfrey Thring. 


“ Why are ye fearful, O ye of little faith? ” 
£8 12s, 11s, 
ya Thou, O my God, art my Help and De 
fender, 
No cares can o’erwhelm me, no terrors appall ; 
The wiles and the snares of this world will but 
render 
More lively my hope in my God and my All. 


2 Yes; Thou art my Refuge in sorrow and danger; 
My Strength, when I suffer; my hope when I fall; 
My comfort and joy in this land of the stranger; 
My Treasure, my Glory, my God and my All. 


3 To Thee, dearest Lord, will I turn without ceasing ; 
Though grief may oppress me, or sorrow befall ; 
And love Thee, till death, my blest spirit releasing, 
Secures to me Jesus, my God and my All, 


4 And when Thou demandest the life Thou hast given, 
With joy will I answer Thy merciful call ; 
And quit Thee on earth, but to find Thee in heaven, 
My portion forever, my God and my All. 


W. Young 


“ The powers that be are ordained of God.” 


87 Cc. M. 
Qae on our land, Jehovah, shine, 
With beams of heavenly grace! 
Reveal Thy power through all our coasts, 
And show Thy smiling face, 


70 FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY, 


2 The want of sight she well supplies; 
She makes the pearly gates appear ; 
Far into distant worlds she pries, 
And brings eternal glories near. 


3 Cheerful we tread the desert through, 
While faith inspires a ek ray ; 

Though lions roar and tempests blow, 

And rocks and dangers fill the way. 


4 So Abr’am, by divine command, 
Left his own house to walk with God; 
His faith beheld the promised land 
And fired his zeal along the road. 
Isaac Watts, 1709. 


FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY. 


“The kingdom of heaven is likened unto a man which 
sowed good seed in his field.” 
89 


8. M. 

OT by Thy mighty Hand, 
N Thy wondrous wis alone 
But by the marvels of Thy word, 

Thy glory, Lord, is known. ° 


2 Forth from the eternal gates, 
Thine everlasting home, 
To sow the seed of truth below, 
Thou didst vouchsafe to come. 


3 And still from age to age 
Thou, gracious Lord, hast been 
The Bearer forth of goodly seed, 
The Sower still unseen. 


4 And Thou wilt come again, 
And heaven beneath Thee bow, 
To reap the harvest Thou hast sown, 
Sower and Reaper Thou. 


yie4 FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY. 
“Let the children of Zion be joyful in thetr King.” 
Dy 


. 


1 
aor for the blessed Jesus reigns, 
Thro’ distant lands his triumphs spread, 
And sinners, freed from endless pains 
Own Him their Saviour and their Head, 


2 He calls his chosen from afar, 
They all at Zion’s gates arrive; 
Those who were dead in sin before, 
By sov’reign grace are made alive, 


3 Gentiles and Jews His laws obey. 
Nations remote their off’rings bring, 
And unconstrain’d their homage pay 
To their exalted God and King. 


4 O may his holy Church increase, 
His Word and Spirit still prevail, 
While angels celebrate His praise, 
And saints His growing glories hail! 


5 Loud hallelujahs to the Lamb, 
From all below, and all above! 
In lofty songs exalt His name,— 
In songs as lasting as His love. 
Benj. Beddome. 


“Forbearing one another, and forgiving one another.” 


92 L.M. 


O LORD, how joyful ’tis to see 

The brethren join in love to Thee: 
On Thee alone their heart relies, f 
Their only strength Thy grace supplies. 


76 SIXTH SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY. 


When darkling in the depths of night, 
When dazzled with excess of light, 
We bow before the heavenly Voice 
That bids bewildered souls rejoice, 
Though love wax cold, and faith be dim— 
“ This is my Son—O hear ye Him.” 
A, P. Stanley. 


«“ And the voice which came from heaven we heard when 
we were with Him in the holy mount.” 


96 10s, 4s. 


Ss the solitary mountain’s height, 
In radiant beauty, but with power concealed, 
The Son of Man, unveiled to mortal sight, 

Once stands revealed. ; 


2 Yet not alone—the witnesses are there, 
The deathless and the dead are at Hisside, 
Their lips the end nee declare, 
or seek to hide! 


3 But why this world from thy mysterious grave, 
Lawgiver of God’s people, hast thou trod— 
Why come thy steeds of fire o’er Jordan’s wave, 
Prophet of God? 


4 Do z revisit earth to testify 
That Law and Voice Prophetic, shadows dim, 
Are swallowed up in Christ’s last victory, 
Finished in Him? 


5 Yet on the passing brightness of that hour 
The shadow of the cross still darkly fell, 
As if alone the gees of His power 
Ye dared to tell. 


80 SEPTUAGESIMA. 


SEPTUAGESIMA, 


e 
“Why stand ye here all the day idle?” 


100 LM 
T 


HE God of mercy warns us all 
From day to day, from year to year; 
And each must hear His awful call, 
“No longer stand ye idle here.” 


2 Ye, whose young cheeks with health are bright, 
Whose hands are strong, whose hearts areclear, 
Why will ye waste the morning light? 
Alas, why stand ye idle here? 


8 And ye, whose scanty locks of gray 
Foretell your latest travail near, 

How swiftly fades Pee closing day, 
And yet ye stand thus idle here. 


4 O Thou, in heaven and earth adored, 
Who makest erring souls Thy care, 
Now call us to Thy vineyard, Lord, 
And give us grace to serve Thee there. 


Hymn, Chrise, 


“Know ye not, that theywhich run, run all, but one receiv 
eth the prize?” 
10 


1 Cc, M. 
ANS my soul, stretch every nerve, 
And press with vigor on! 
A heavenly race demands thy zeal, 
And an immortal crown. 


2 A cloud of witnesses around 
Holds thee in full survey : 
Forget the steps already trod, = 
And onward urge thy way. 


84 


SEPTUAGESIMA, 


Age after age has gone, 
Sun after sun has set, 
And still in weeds of widowhood 
She weeps a mourner yet; 
Come, then, Lord Jesus, come! 


2 Saint after saint on earth 
Has lived, and loved, and died ; 
And as they left us one by one, 
We laid them side by side ; 
We laid them down to sleep, 
But not in hope forlorn; 
We laid them but to ripen there, 
Until the glorious morn ; 
Come, then, Lord Jesus, come! 


3 We long to hear Thy Voice, 
To see Thee face to face, 
To share Thy crown and glory there, 
As now we share Thy grave. 
Should not the loving Bride 
The absent Bridegroom mourn ? 
Should she not wear the weeds of grief 
Until her Lord’s return ? 
Come, then, Lord Jesus, come ! 


4 The whole creation groans, 
And waits to hear that Voice, 
That shall restore her comeliness 
And make her wastes rejoice. 
Come, Lord, and wipe away 
The curse, the sin, the stain 
And make this blighted world of ours 
Thine own fair world again ; 
Come, then, Lord Jesus, come! 
Horatius Bonar, 1856. 


86 SEXAGESIMA. 


4 Nor let Thy Word, so kindly sent 
To raise us to Thy throne, 
Go back to Thee, and sadly tell 
That we reject Thy Son, 


5 Oft as the precious seed is sown, 
Thy Avicksning race bestow, 
That all, whose souls the truth receive, 
Its saving power may know. 
Jno. Cawood, 1825, altered. 


“Not unto us, OLord, not unto us, but unto Thy name give 
glory.” 


108 7s, 6 lines. 


No in anything we do, 

Thought that’s pure, or word that’s true 
Saviour, would we put our trust. 

Frail as vapor, vile as dust, 

All that flatters we disown : ; 

Righteousness is Thine alone. 


2 Though we underwent for Thee 
Perils of the land and sea,— 
Though we cast our lives away, 
Dying for Thee day by day, 

‘oast we never of our own: 
Grace and strength are Thine alone. 


3 Native cumberers of the ground, 
All our fruit from Thee is found, 
Grafted in Thine olive, Lord, 
New-begotten by Thy word, 

All we have is Thine alone: 
Life and power are not our own. 


4 And when Thy returning voice 
Calls Thy faithful to rejoice, 
When the countless throng to Thee 


92 QUINQUAGESIMA. 


3 Charity that ever bindeth 
Mortal men with cords of love; 
Charity that still remindeth 
Earthly souls of heaven above: 
4 Charity, the Spirit’s token 
Sinners have received of Thee: 
He whom Jesus loved hath spoken 
“God Himself is Charity.’ 
Hymn. Chrisi. 


“And now abideth faith, hope, charity, these three : but the 
greatest of these is charity.” 


S. M. 
116 ORD of the hearts of men! 


Thou hast vouchsafed to bless, 
From age to age, Thy chosen saints 
With fruits of holiness. 


2 Here faith, and hope, and love 
Reign in sweet bond allied ; 
There, when this little day is o’er, 
Shall love alone abide. 


3 O love, O truth, O light! 
Light never to decay ! 
O rest from thousand labors past! 
O endless Sabbath-day! 


4 Here amid cares and tears, 
Bearing the seed we come; 
There with rejoicing hearts we bring 
Our harvest-burdens home. 


5 Give, mighty Lord divine, 
The fruits Thyself dost love; « 
Soon shalt Thou from Thy judgment seat, 
Crown Thine own gifts above. 
Latin Hymn. 
Trans. Jas. R. Woodford, 


96 ASH WEDNESDAY. 


To crowd within the temple walls, 
Lament, and pray, and weep, 


2 And yet, O God, no plaintive sobs 
From Thee can pardon win, 
Unless the heart be moved with grief, 
And penitent for sin. 


3 With Thee avail not smitten breast, 
Sad face, and garments rent, 
Unless the contrite soul be sad, 
And all its guilt lament. 


4 With tears that speak a mourning heart, 
We Thee entreat, O God, 
From us Thine anger turn away, 
And stay th’ avenging rod. 


5 Thouart a righteous Judge; O deign 
To spare the bruised reed : 
We pray for time to turn again, 
For grace to turn indeed. 


6 Blest Trinity in Unity, 
Vouchsafe us, in Thy love, 
To gather from these fasts below 
Immortal fruit above. 
- Latin Hymn. 
Translated by J. Chandler, altered. 


“ Turn unto the Lord, your God: for He is gracious and 
merciful.” 


1 L. M. 


21 
Mag loving Saviour of mankind 
Before Thy throne we pray and weep; 
O strengthen us, with grace divine, 
This sacred fast aright to keep. 


98 ASH WEDNESDAY. 


Till, with Thee, in the desert 
I near Thy passion drew, _ ; 
Till, with Thee, in the garden 
I heard Thy pleading prayer 
And saw the sweat-drops bloody 
. That told Thy sorrow there. 


4 Therefore my songs, my Saviour ! 

Fen in this time of woe, 
Shall tell of all Thy goodness 

To suffering man below, 
ay goodness and Thy favor, 

hose presence from above, 

Rejoice those hearts my Saviour, 

That live in Thee, and love. 

Jno. 8. B. Monsell, 1863. 


For we have not a High Priest which cannot be touched 
with a feeling of our infirmities.” 
123 11s, 10s, 11s, 10s, 10s, 10s. 
peer knowest, Lord, the weariness and sorrow 
Of the sad heart that comes to Thee for rest ; 
Cares of to-day, and burdens for to-morrow, 
Blessings implored, and sins to be confessed ; 
We come before Thee at hy gracious word, 
And lay them at Thy feet: Thou knowest, Lord. 


2 Thou knowest all the past : ‘how long and blindly 
On the dark mountains the lost wand’rer strayed ; 
How the good Shepherd followed, and how kindly 
He bore it home, upon His shoulders laid ; 
And healed the bleeding wounds, and soothed the pain, 
‘And brought back life, and hope, and strength again. 
3 Thou knowest, not alone as God, all-knowing; 
As Man, our mortal weakness Thou hast proved: 
On earth, with purest sympathies o’erflowing, 
O Saviour, Thou hast wept, and Thou hast loved ; 
And love and sorrow still to Thee may come, 
‘And find a hiding-place, a rest, a home. 


* 


108 SECOND SUNDAY IN LENT. 


5 Oh! eget our warring passions peace ; 
And bid our trembling hearts, Be still : 
ke power our strength and fortress is, 

‘or all things serve Thy sovereign will. 


6 Thou, Lord, the dreadful fight hast won ; 
Alone, Thou hast the wine-press trod : 
In us Thy strength’ning grace be shown, 
And maae as conquer in Thy Blood. 
John Wesley. 


“ 0, that I knew where I might Jind Him.” 
8s, 7s, 6 lines. 


5 
Pek me here, in grief draw near, 
Pleading at Thy throne, O King ; 
To Thee each tear, each trembling fear, 
Jesus, Son of Man! I bring. 
Let me find Thee—let me find Thee, 
Me, a vile and worthless thing ! 


13 


2 Look down in love, and from above, 
With Thy Spirit satisfy ; 
Thou hast sought me, Thou hast bought me, 
And Thy gare Lord am I. 
(et me find Thee —let me find Thee, 
Here on earth, and there on high! 


% No other prayer to Thee I bear, 
O my Lord, but only this, 
To share Thy grace, to see Thy face, 
‘And to know Thy people's bliss. 
Let me find Thee—let me find Thee, 
™hee to find is blessedness. 


_4 Hear the broken, scarcely spoken 
. Uttrance of my heart to, hee ;- 
‘All the crying, all the sighing 
Of Thy child accepted be. 


¢ 


110 THIRD SUNDAY IN LENT. 


THIRD SUNDAY IN LENT. 


“ He taketh from him all his armor wherein he trusted, 
and divideth the spoil.” 


137 German Choral. 


STRONG tower is the Lord our God, 
To shelter and defend us: 
Our shield His arm, our sword His rod, 
Against our foes befriend us : 
That ancient Enemy, 
His gathering MA we see, 
His terrors and his toils, 
Yet victory with its spoils, 
Not earth, but Heaven shall send us. 


2 Though wrestling with the wrath of hell, 
No might of man avail us: 
Our Captain is Immanuel, 
And ce ee comrades hail us! 
Still challenge ye His name 
“ Christ in the flesh who came,” 
“The Lord, the Lord of hosts!” 
Our cause His succor boasts, 
And God shall never fail us. 


3 Though earth by Penpane fiends be trod, 
Embattled all, yet hidden ; 
And though their proud usurping gods 
O’er thrones and shrines have stridden 
Nay, let them stand reveal’d, 
And darken all the field ; 
We fear not: fall they must! 
The Word, wherein we trust, 
Their triumph hath forbidden. 


4 While mighty truth with us remains, 
Hell’s arts shall move us never ; 


118 FOURTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 


“ The rock of my strength, and my refuge is in God.” 


146 C. M. 
(f°? my Supporter and my Hope, 
My Help forever near ! 
Thine arm of mercy held me up, 
When sinking in despair. 


2 pa counsels, Lord! shall guide my feet, 
hrough this dark wilderness : 
ie hand conduct me near Thy seat, 
'o dwell before Thy face. 


3 Were I in heaven without my God, 
’T would be no joy to me; 
And, whilst this earth is my abode, 
I long for none but Thee. 


4 What, if the springs of life were broke, 
And flesh and heart should faint? 
God is my soul’s eternal Rock, 
The Strength of every saint. 


5 But to draw near to Thee, my God! 
Shall be my sweet employ ; 
My tongue shall sound Thy works abroad, 
And tell the world my joy. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 


“Twill love Thee, O Lord, my Strength.” 
T 8s, 7s, 6 lines. 

I WILL love Thee,—all my treasure! 

I will love Thee,—all my strength! 
I will love Thee—without measure, 

And will love Thee right at length. 

Oh, I will love Thee, Light divine, 
Till I die and find Thee mine! 


2 I will ae Thee, Sun of glory! 
For Thy beams have gladness brought. 


14 


120 FIFTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 


3 By faith, we know the worlds were made 
By God’s almighty word: 
Abr’am to unknown countries led 

By faith, obeyed the Lord, 


4 He sought a city fair and high, 
Built by th’ eternal hands ; 
And faith assures us, though we die, 
That heavenly building stands. 
Isaac Watts, 1709. 


“Grant that we, who are now righteously afflicted and 
bowed down by the sense of our sins, may be re- 
freshed and lifted up with the joy of 
Thy salvation.” 

149 11s, 10s. 
Saar ye disconsolate ! where’er ye languish, 
Come to the mercy-seat, fervently kneel ; 
Here ack your wounded hearts; here tell your an- 
uish ; 
Earth has no sorrow, that heaven cannot heal. 


2J op of the desolate! Light of the straying! 
ope, when all others die, fadeless and pure! 
Here speaks the Comforter, in God’s name saying, 
Earth has no sorrow that heaven cannot cure. 


3 Here see the Bread of life; see waters flowing 
Forth from the throne of God, boundless in love: 
Come to the feast prepared ; come, ever-knowing, 
Earth has no sorrow but heaven can remove. 
Thomas Moore, 1816, altered. 


FIFTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 


“And having spoiled principalities and powers, He made 
a show of them openly, triumphing over them.” 
150 88, 78, 6 Lines. r 
gel my tongue, the glorious battle, 
; Sing the last, the dread affray ; 


122 FIFTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 


3 Fulfill’d is all that David told 
In true prophetic song of old; 
Amidst the nations God, saith He, : 
Hath reigned and triumphed from the tree. 


4 O tree of beauty ! Tree of light! 
O tree with royal purple dight! 
Elect on whose triumphal breast 
Those holy limbs should find their rest! 


5 On whose dear arms, so widely flung, 
The weight of this world’s ransom hung ; 
The price of human kind to pay, 

And spoil the spoiler of his prey ! 


6 To Thee, eternal Three in One, 
Let homage meet by all be done; 
Whom by the cross Thou dost restore, 
Preserve and govern evermore. 
Venantius Fortunatus, 580. 
Trans. John M. Neale 


“And having made peace, through the blood of His 
" eross.” 


152 L, M. 
We sing the praise of Him who died, 
: Of Him who died upon the eross ; 
The sinner’s hope let men deride 
For this we count the world but loss. 


2 Inscribed upon the cross we see | 
In shining letters, “God is love,” 
He bears our sins upon the tree, 
He brings us mercy from above. 


3 The cross! it takes our guilt away, 
Tt holds the fainting spirit up ; 
Tt cheers with hope the gloomy day, 
And sweetens every bitter cup. 


128 SIXTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 


2 Thou art the King of Israel ; 
Thou David’s royal Son ; 
Who in the Lord’s name comest, 
The King and blessed one. 


3 The company of angels 
Are praising Thee on high ; 
And mortal men, and all things 
Created, make reply. 
4 The people of the Hebrews 
With palms before Thee went; 
Our praise, and prayer, and anthems 
Before Thee we present. 
5 In hast’ning to Thy Passion 
They raised their hymns of praise: 
In reigning ’midst Thy glory, 
Our melody we raise. 
6 Thou didst accept their praises ; 
Accept the prayers we bring, 
Who in all good delightest, 
Thou goo: and gracious King. 
re Theodulph, 821. 


2 


Trans. Jno. M. Neale, 1856. 


“ The chastisement of our peace was upon Him; and 
with His stripes we are healed.” 
160 c 


THOU who through this holy week 
Didst suffer for us all ; 
The sick to cure, the lost to seek, 
To raise up them that fall: 
2 We cannot understand the woe 
Thy love was pleased to bear : 
O Lamb of God, we only know 
That all our hopes were there! 
3 Thy feet the path of suffering trod; 
‘hy hand the victory won: 


132 SIXTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 


3 To save a guilty world He dies; 
Sinners, behold the bleeding Lamb ! 
To Him lift up your longing eyes, 
And hope for mercy in His name. 


4 Pardon and peace through Him abound, 
He can the richest blessings give ; 
Salvation in His name is found, 
He bids the dying sinner live. 


5 Jesus, my Lord, I look to Thee: 
Where else can helpless sinners go? 
Thy boundless love shall set me free 
Feom all my wretchedness and woe. 


“ Worthy is the Lamb that was slain to receive power. 

and riches, and wisdom, and strength, and honor, an 
glory, and blessing.” 
5 Cc. M. 
16 OME, let us join our cheerful songs 
With angels round the throne ; 
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues 
But all their joys are one. 


2 “Worthy the Lamb that died,” they ery, 
“ To be exalted thus ;” 
“Worthy the Lamb,” our lips reply, 
“ For He was slain for us,” 


3 Jesus is worthy to receive 
Honor and power divine ; 
And blessings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, forever Thine. 
4 Let all that dwell above the sky, 
And air, and earth, and seas, 
Conspire to lift Thy glories high, 
And speak Thine endless praise. 
5 The whole creation join in one. 
To bless the sacred name 


134 PASSION WEEK, 


7 Jesus! Thy feast we celebrate, 
We show Thy death, we sing Thy name, 
Till Thou return, and we shall eat 
The marriage supper of the Lamb. 
Isaac Watts, 1707. 


“ This is my body which is given for you: this do in re- 
membrance of me.” 
167 10s. 
pas is My Body, which is given for you ; 
Do this—He said, and brake—remembering me. 
O Lamb of God, our paschal Offering true, 
To us the Bread of Life each moment be. 


2 This is My Blood, for sin’s remission shed— 
He spake, and passed the wine-stained chalice round : 
So let us drink, and on Life’s fulness fed 
begs stig 2 joy each quickening pulse shall 
ound, 


3 The hour is come! with us in peace sit down ; 
Thine own beloy’d, O love us to the end ; 
Serve us one Banquet ere the night’s dark frown 
Veil from our sight the presence of our Friend. 


4 Girded with love still wash Thy servants’ feet, 
While sre submissive wonder and adore: 
Bathed in Thy Blood our spirits every whit 
Are clean—yet cleanse our goings more and more. 


5 Some will betray Thee—Master, is it I ? 
Leaning upon Thy love we ask in fear ; 
Ourselves mistrusting, earnestly we cry : 
To Thee, the Strong, for strength when sin is near. 


6 But round us fall the evening shadows dim: 
A saddened awe pervades our darkened sense, 
In solemn choir we sing the parting Hymn, 
And hear Thy Voice—Arise, let us go hence. 
‘ C. L. Ford. 


136 PASSION WEEK, 


And plead with Thee by Olivet, 
By agony and bloody sweat. 


4 Some quiet aisle or dim recess 
Shall make for me a wilderness ; 
And surely angels shall be there 
To wait on penitence and prayer. 


5 Nor is this all: for I would know 
The depth of shame, the crown of woe, 
Stand by the stricken Mother’s side 
While Thou art mocked and crucified. , 


6 And then in hours of saddest gloom 
I still will watch around Thy tomb, 
Till with the day new joy be born, 
And Thou shalt rise on Easter-morn. 


7 Oh blessed thought, that faith van see 
In every altar, Calvary, 
Find there the loving arms outspread, 
And fall before the fallen Head. 


8 Come! King of kings; come! Light of light: 
The Bride awaits the day all bright, 
When she shall lift, her mourning o’er, 
The shout of paschal joy once more. 
William Chatterton Dix. 


“ Herzliebster Jesu, was hast Du verbrochen ?” 
170 11s 11s 11s & 5s, 


LAS, dear Lord, what law then hast Thou broken, 
That such sharp sentence should on Thee be 
spoken? 
Of what great crime hast Thou to make confession— 
What dark transgression ? 


2 They crown His head with thorns, they smite, they 
scourge Him, 
With cruel mockings to the cross they urge Him, 


PASSION WEEK. 137 


They give Him gall to drink, they still deery Him— 
They crucify Him. 


8 Whence come these sorrows, whence this mortal 
anguish ? t 
It is my sins for which my Lord must languish ; 
Yes, all the wrath, the woe He doth inherit, 
Tis I do merit! 


4 There was no spot in me by sin untainted, 
Sick with its venom all my heart had fainted ; 
My heavy guilt to hell had well-nigh brought me, 
Such woe it wrought me. 


5 O wondrous love! whose depths no heart hath 
sounded, 
That brought Thee here by foes and thieves sur- 
rounded ; ‘ 
All worldly pleasures, heedless, I was trying, 
While Thou wert dying ! 


6 O mighty King! no time can dim Thy glory! 
How shall I spread abroad Thy wondrous story ? 
How shall I find some worthy gift to proffer ? 

What dare we offer ? 


7 For vainly doth our human wisdom ponder— 
Thy woes, Thy mercy still transcend our wonder. 
Oh how should I do aught that could delight Thee! 
Can I requite Thee? 


8 Yet unrequited, Lord I would not leave Thee, 
I can renounce whate’er doth vex or grieve Thee, 
And quench, with thoughts of Thee and praye:s most 


owly, — 
All fires unholy. 


9 But since my strength alone will ne’er suffice me 
To crucify desires that still entice me, 
To all good deeds, oh let Thy Spirit win me 
‘And reign within me! 


140 PASSION WEEK, 


5 So may we join the song of love 
Which saints and angels sing above: 
All honor, glory, praise to Thee, 
Which wert, and art, and art to be, 
The Lamb, slain from eternity. 


C. Dawson. 
“« Behold and see, if there be any sorrow like unto ma 
sorrow.” 
173 78, 68, 8 lines. 


SACRED Head now wounded, 

O With grief and shame weighed down ; 
Now scaetlx surrounded 

With thorns, Thy only crown ; 
O sacred Head, what glory, 

What bliss, till now, was Thine! 
Yet, though despised and gory, 

I joy to call Thee mine. 


2 O noblest brow and dearest, 

In other days the world 

All feared, when Thou appearedst, 
What shame on Thee is hurl’d! 

How art Thou pale with anguish, 
With sore abuse and scorn : 

How does that slags languish 
Which once was bright as morn. 


3 The blushes late residing 

Upon that holy cheek, 

The roses once:abiding - 
Upon those lips so meek ; 

Alas! they have departed ; 
Wan death has rifled all! 

For weak, and broken-hearted 
I see Thy body fall. 


4 What Thou, my Lord, hast suffered 
Was all for sinners’ gain; 


144 PASSION WEEK. 


2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
Save in the death of Christ, my God; 
All the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice them to His blood. 
8 See, from His head, His hands, His feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down! 
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ? 
4 Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a present far too small : 
Love so amazing, so divine, 


Demands my soul, my life, my all. 
Isaac Wutts, 1707, 


“ He bore our sins in His own body on the tree.” 
17 7s. 
7 O THOU Majesty divine! 
Jesus! on that cross of Thine! 
Who can prove his love to Thee 
By such test of agony? 


2 Show me, Lord, Thy wounds, I pray, 
Let me love for love repay ; 
Let Thy blood, thus shed for me, 
Now my life and healing be. 


8 What in me is wounded yet, 
What doth still disease beget, 
Dearest Saviour, make it whole, 
Lord, restore this sin-sick soul. 

4 Lord, my heart would feel and know 
‘All Thine agony and woe, 

Each deep wound, that I may be 
Wholly crucified with Thee. 

5 Gracious Jesus, Saviour dear! 
Guilty though I be, give ear; 
poe me not, though vile, I pray, 

‘rom Thy blessed cross away. 


148 PASSION WEEK, 


Be He the song of every tongue 
The earth’s wide bound and heaven through ! 


2 That mighty throe of Thy last woe; 
Thy precious blood so freely poured ; 
Our hearts subdue Thy grace to sue, 
O Jesus Christ, Redeemer, Lord ! 


8 Who, by the power of that dark hour, 
The reign of sin hast trodden down, 
Grant holy peace and full release, 
Redeemer of a world forlorn ! 


4 Who in the grave—that new-made cave— 
O heavenly King, didst mortal lie: 
Teach us to rest safe on Thy breast, 
For Thee to live, in Thee to die, 


5 Whom Thou didst call from guilty thrall, 
Vouchsafe in danger to defend, 
And lead us on to Thy blest Throne, 
‘The seat of joys that never end. 
F. Oakeley. 
° 


“Who is this that cometh from Edom with dyed garments 
from Bozrah ?” 
18 


2 _ __ 88, 73, 8 lines. 
Wwe is this that comes from Edom? 
' Clad in robes with carnage stained ; 
Bringing victory and freedom 
By His martial prowess gain’d ? 
’Tis the Captain of salvation 
Who is conquering in the fight, 
Rescuing a lost creation 
By His unassisted might. 
2 Lord, the course Thou art pursuing 
Is a course of glorious gain; 
But the work which Thou art doing 
Is a work of bitter pai 


3 


150 PASSION WEEK. 


Wash me, but not my feet alone, 
My hands, my head, my heart. 


4 Th’ atonement of Thy blood apply, 
Till faith to sight improve ; 
Till hope in full fruition die, - 
And all my soul be love. 
Charles Wesley, 1740, 


“ We bless Thee for all the pains Thou hast suffered, for 
every drop of blood Thou hast shed, for every word 
of comfort Thou hast spoken on the cross.” 


184 | 78, 8 lines. 
B Y the blood that flowed from Thee 
In Thy bitter agony ; 
By the traitor’s ualetat iba 
Filling up Thy bitterness ; 
Jesus, Saviour, hear our cry: 
Thou wert suffering once as we: 
Hear the loving litany 
We Thy children sing to Thee. 


2 By the cords that, round Thee cast, 
Bound Thee to the pillar fast ; 
By the scourge so meekly borne; 
By Thy purple robe of scorn; 
Jesus, Saviour, hear our cry: &e. 


3 By the thorns that crowned Thy head ; 
By the sceptre of a reed; 
By Thy foes on bending knee 
Mocking at Thy royalty ; 
Jesus, Saviour, hear our ery: &c. 


.4 By the people’s cruel jeers ; 
‘ By the holy women’s tears ; 
By Thy footsteps faint and slow, 
Weighed beneath Thy cross of woe: 
Jesus, Saviour, hear our ery: &e. 


152 EASTER EVE. 


4 Myrrh and spices will I bring, 
True affection’s offering ; 
Close the door from sight and sound 
Of the busy world around ; 
And in segs watch remain 
ill my Lord appear again. 
bly? si Thos. Whytehead, 1842. 


“Te went and preached unto the spirits in prison.” 


186 TB 
ic ESUS, the Author of our life! 
As Thine our burden and our strife: 
As Thine it was to die and rise, 
So Thine the grave and Paradise. 


2 O Lord, who blest the Sabbath-day, 
Lo, at Thy tomb for rest we pray: 
Here rest from our own work ; and there 
The perfect rest with Thee to share. 


8 O God the Word, who flesh wast made 
And in the grave for sinners laid: 
With Thee this mortal frame we trust; 
O guard and glorify our dust. 


4 O soul of Christ, so freely breathed, 
And to the Father’s hand bequeathed, 
Draw us with hearts’ desire to Thee, 
When we among the dead are free. 


5 Dread Preacher, who to fathers old 
Didst wonders in the gloom unfold: 
Thy perfect creed, O may we learn 
In Eden, waiting Thy return. 


_ 6 They saw Thy day and heard Thy voice, 
And in Thy glory did rejoice ; 
And Thou didst break their prison bars, 
And lead them high above the stars. 


EASTER EVE. 153 


7 “Captivity led captive” then 
Was sung by angels and by men: 
Grant us the same to sing by faith, 
Both now, and at the hour of death. 


8 Our souls and bodies, Lord, receive, 
To Thine own blessed Easter-eve: 
All our beloved in mercy keep, 
As one by one they fall asleep. 
J. Keble. 


“For he that ts entered into his rest he also hath ceasec. 
from his own works, as God did from His.” 


187 10s, 6s. 
EST, weary Son of God: and I with Thee, 
Rest in that rest of Thine. A 
My weariness was Thine ; Thou bearest it, 
‘And now Thy rest is mine. 


2 Thy life on earth was one sad weariness; 
Nowhere to lay Thy head. 
Thy days were toil and heat ; as lonely nights 
Sins + some cold mountain bed. 


3 How calmly in that tomb Thou liest now, 
Thy sing bat still and deep! 
O’er Thee in love the Father rests: He gives 
To His beloved sleep. 
4 On Bethel-pillow now Thy head is laid, 
In Joseph’s rock-hewn cell - 4 
Thy watchers are the angels of Thy God: 
They guard Thy slumbers well. 
5 Rest, weary Son-of God: Thy work is done, 
And all Thy burdens borne ; 
Rest on that stone, till the third sun has brought 
Thine everlasting morn. 
6 Then to a higher, brighter, truer rest, 
Upon the throne above, . 


154 EASTER EVE. 


Rise, weary Son of Man, to carry out 
Thy glorious work of love. 
Horatius Bonar, 1868. 


“And Joseph wrapped the body in a clean linen cloth, and 
luid it in his own tomb, which he hud hewn outin 
the rock.” 
8 German Choral. 
kee of the weary! Thou 
Thyself art resting now, 
Where lowly in Thy sepulchre Thou liest. 
. From out her deathly sleep 
My soul doth start, to weep 
So sad a wonder, that Thou Saviour diest! 


ts 


2 Thy bitter anguish o’er, 
To this dark tomb they bore 
Thee, Life of life—Thee, Lord of all creation! 
The hollow rocky cave \ 
Must serve Thee for a grave, 
Who wast Thyself the Rock of our salvation! 


3 O Prince of Life! I know 
That when I too lie low, 
Thou wilt at last my soul from death awaken ; 
Wherefore I will not shrink 
From the grave’s awful brink; 
The heart that trusts in Thee shall ne’er be shaken. 


4 To me the darksome Tomb 
Ts but a narrow room, 
Where I may rest in peace, from sorrow free. 
Thy death shall give me power 
To ery in that dark hour, 
O Death, O Grave, where is your victory ? 


5 The grave can nought destroy, 
Only the flesh can die, 
An1e’en the body triumphs o’er decay : 


156 EASTER SUNDAY. 


6 Silence in the house ofprayer; | 
Low our Lord in earth is sleeping ; 
Silence, silence, everywhere, 4 
While the saints their watch are keeping. 
Arthur 7. Gurney. 


BASTER SUNDAY 


“ Christ our Passover is crucified for us; therefore let us 


keep the feast.” 
190 


L. M. 
HE Lamb’s high banquet called to share 
In robes of saintly white. we sing: 
And through the Red Sea safely brought 
We triumph sound to Christ our King! 


2 He gives His body, on the cross 
Consumed with love, to be our food: 
And drinking of His roseate blood 
We live upon the living God. 


3 Th’ avenging angel passes o’er 
The blood drops on the lintel spread: 
The waters, cleft for Israel’s hosts, 
Soon close to whelm th’? Egyptian dead, 


4 Now Christ, the Lamb without a stain, 
Is slain our Paschal Lamb to be: 
His flesh is our oblation made, 
The leaven of sincerity. 


5 Hail, purest Victim heaven could find 
The powers of hell to overthrow: 
Thou hast the chains of death destroyed, 
Thou dost the prize of life bestow. 


6 Hail, Victor Christ! Hail, risen King, 
To Thee alone belongs the crown: 
Thy power the heavenly gates unbarred, 
nd dragged the Prince of darkness down. 


; 
158 EASTER SUNDAY. 


In Christ we live, in Christ we sleep, 
In Christ we wake and rise ; 

And the sad tears Death makes us weep 
He wipes from all our eyes. 


5 And every bird, and every tree, 

And avery opening flower, 

Proclaim His glorious victory, 
His Resurrection-power : 

The folds are glad, the fields rejoice, 
With vérnal verdure spread 

The little hills lift up their voice, 
And shout that Death is dead. 


6 Then wake, glad heart! awake! awake! 

And seek thy risen Lord, 

Joy in His Resurrection take 
And comfort in His word ; 

And let thy life, through all its ways, 
One long thanksgiving be, 

Its theme of joy, its song of praise, 
Christ died and rose for me. 

J. S. B. Monsell, 1867. 


Because I live, ye shall live also.” 
192 78, 88, 78, 88, 78, 78. 
ESUS lives, and so shall I. 
Death, Th sting is gone forever: 
He who delines for me to die, 
Lives, the bands of death to sever, 
He shall raise me with the just: 
, Jesus is my Hope and Trust. 


2 Jesus lives and reigns supreme; _ 
And, His kingdom still remaining, 
I shall also be with Him, 
Ever living, ever reigning, 
God has promised ; be it must: 
Jesus is my Hope and Trust. 


160 


EASTER SUNDAY. 


Lo! the sun’s eclipse is o’er, 
Lo! he sets in blood no more. 


3 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal, 
Christ hath burst the bonds of hell; 
Death in vain forbids Him rise, 
Christ hath opened Paradise. 


4 Lives again our glorious King! | 
“Where, O death, is now thy sting?” 
Once He died our souls to save, 

“ Where’s thy vict’ry, boasting grave (tid 


5 Soar we now where Christ hath led, 
Foll’wing our exalted Head: 
Made like Him, like Him we rise, 
Ours the cross, the grave, the skies. 
Charles Wesley, 1739. 


“ He was dead, and behold He is alive for evermore.” 


_ 194 


Ts, 8 lines. 

AL the Lamb’s high feast we sing 

Praise to our victorious King, 
Who hath washed us in the tide 
Flowing from His piercéd side: 
Praise we Him, whose love divine 
Gives His guests His blood for wine, 
Gives His body for the feast ; 
Love the Victim—Love the Priest. 


2 Where the Paschal blood is poured 
Death’s dark angel sheathes his sword ; 
Tsrael’s hosts triumphant go 
Through the wave that drowns the foe. 
Praise we Christ, whose blood was shed, 
Paschal Victim, Paschal Bread : 

With sincerity and love 
Eat we manna from above. 


162 EASTER SUNDAY. 


3 Around Thy tomb, O Jesus, 
How sweet the Easter breath ; 
Hear we not in the breezes, 
“Where is thy sting, O Death?” 
Dark hell flies in commotion, 
The heavens their anthems sing ; 
While far o’er earth and ocean, 
Glad hallelujahs ring! 


4 Oh, publish this salvation, 
Ye heralds, through the earth; 
To every buried nation 
Proclaim the day of birth. 
Till, rising from their slumbers 
In long and ancient night, 
The countless heathen numbers 
Shall hail the Easter light. 


5 Hail! hail! our Jesus risen! 
Sing, ransomed brethren, sing! 
Through death’s dark, gloomy prison, 
Let ter chorals ring. 
Haste, haste, ye captive legions, 
aay i yopr glad reprieve ; 
Come forth from sin’s dark regions— 
In Jesus’ kingdom live. 
J. P. Lange, 1851. 
Trans. H. Harbaugh 


“ The Lord is risen indeed.” 
196 8. M. 
6¢ T\HE Lord is ris’n indeed ; ” 
The grave hath lost its prey ; 
With Him shall rise the ransom’d seed 
To reign in endless day. 
2 “ The Lord is ris’n indeed ; ” 
He lives to die no more; 
He lives, His people’s cause to plead, 
Whose curse and shame He bore. 


166. EASTER SUNDAY. 


10 Here let the mountains thunder forth, sonorous 
: : Alleluia ! 
There let the valleys sing in gentler chorus, Alleluia! 


11 Thou jubilant abyss of ocean, cry Alleluia! 
Ye tracts of earth and continents, reply Alleluia! 


12 To God, who all creation made, 
The frequent hymn be duly paid: Alleluia! 


13 This is the strain, the eternal strain, the Lord of all 


things loves: . Alleluia! 
This is the song, the heay’nly song, that Christ Him- 
self approves: Alleluia ! 


14 Wherefore we sing, both heart and voice awaking, 
Alleluia! 
And children’s voices echo, answer making, Alleluia! 


+5 Now from all men be outpour’d 
Alleluia to the Lord ; 
With Alleluia evermore 
The Son and Spirit we adore. 


_& Praise be done to the Three in One. 
Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 
Godescalcus, 950. 
Trans: Jno. M. Neale, 1851. 


‘The Jirst begotten of the dead, and the prince of the 
kings of the earth.” 


200 8s & 7s, 8 lines, 
ote my oie sing to Jesus, 
His the sceptre, His the throne; 
Alleluia, His the triumph, 
His the victory alone; 
Hark the songs of peaceful Zion 
Thunder like a mighty flood; 
Jesus out of every nation ; 
Hath redeemed us by His blood. 


168 EASTER MONDAY. 


Hark ! as they soar on high, 

What music fills the air! 
Their anthems say, ‘‘ Jesus, who bled, 
Hath left the dead; He rose to-day.” 


4 Ye mortals! catch the sound,— 
Redeemed by Him from hell; 
And send the echo round 
The globe on which you dwell; 
Transported ery, “ Jesus, who bled, 
Hath left the dead, no more to die.” 


6 All hail! triumphant Lord! 
Who sav’st us with Thy blood: 
Wide be Thy name adored, 
Thou rising, reigning God! 
With Thee we rise, with Thee we reign 
And empires gain, beyond the skies. 
Philip Doddridge, 1740. 


EASTER MONDAY. 


“ Behold two of them went that same day to a village called 
Emmaus.” + 
302 78. 
wee two friends on Easter-day 
To Emmaus bent their way, 
On that Paschal eventide 
Christ was walking at their side. 


2 Then their hearts within them glow’d 
When Himself to them He show’d 
In the Seripture, as a King 
Glorified by suffering. 


3 Thou art ever with us, Lord, 
Walking in Thy holy word; 
And Thy voice, O Saviour dear, 

- In that word we ever hear ; 


172 FIRST SUNDAY AFTER EASTER, 


When to their longing eyes restor’d, 
Th’ Apostles saw their risen Lord. 


2 He bade them see His hands, His side, 
Where yet the glorious wounds abide; 
Oh, tokens true. which made it plain 
Their Lord indeed was ris’n again. 


3 Jesus, the King of righteousness, 
Do Thou Thyself our hearts possess, 
That we may give Thee all our days 
The tribute of our grateful praise. 


4 OLord of all, with us abide 
In this our joyful Easter-tide ; 
From every weapon death can wield 
Thine own redeem’d forever shield. 


' 
“ Then came Jesus, the doors being shut, and stood in the 
midst, and said, ‘ Peace be unto you.’” 


207 78 
eget they sit with elos@d door 
Shutting out the city’s din; 
Tenant of the tomb no more, 
See the Saviour enter in; 


2 Spirit-like behold Him glide 
To each saintly wond’ring guest, 
Show His Pieces hands and side, 
Breathe His peace in every breast. 


3 What though years have rolled away, 
Since, triumphant from the tomb, 
Jesus, at the close of day, 
Sought that quiet, upper room, 


4 Oft from Zion’s heavenly hill 
Seeks He yet His faithful few, 
Bides with them in spirit still, 
Shows each glorious wound anew, 


176 SECOND SUNDAY AFTER EASTER. 


The flock for which Thou cam’st from heav’n, 
The flock for which Thy life was giv’n. 


2 O guard Thy sheep from beasts of prey, 
And guide them that they never stray ; 
Cherish the young, sustain the old, 

Let none be feeble in Thy fold. 


3 Secure them from the scorching beam, 
And lead them to the living stream: 
In verdant pastures let them lie, 

And watch them with a shepherd’s eye. 


4 O may Thy sheep discern Thy voice, 
And in its sacred sound rejoice : 
From strangers may they ever flee, 
And know no other guide but Thee. 


5 Lord, bring Thy sheep that wander yet, 
And let the number be complete. 
Then let Thy flock from earth remove, 
And occupy the fold above. : 
Thomas Kelly. 


“ T know that my Redeemer liveth.” 


212 L. M. 
H& lives, the great Redeemer lives, 
What joy the blest assurance gives: 
And now, before His Father, God, 
Pleads the full merit of His blood. 


2 Repeated crimes awake our fears, 
And justice, armed with frowns, appears; 
But in the Saviour’s lovely face, 
Sweet mercy smiles, and all is peace. 


3 Hence, then, ye black despairing thoughts, 
Above our fears, above our faults, 
His pow’rful intercessions rise, . 
And guilt recedes, and terror dies. 


178 SECOND SUNDAY AFTER EASTER, 


“ The God of peace who brought again from the dead out 
Lord Jesus, the great Shepherd of the sheep, through 
the blood of the everlasting covenant, make you 


perfect.” 
a14 7s. 
OW may He, who, from the dead, 
Brought the Shepherd of the sheep, 


Jesus Christ, our King and Head, 
All our souls in safety keep! 


2 mee He teach us to fulfil 
hat is pleasing in His sight ; 
_ Perfect us in all His will, 
And preserve us day and night! 
3 To that dear Redeemer’s praise 
Who the covenant sealed with blood, 
Let our hearts and voices raise 
Loud thanksgivings to our God. 


John Newton, 1779 


“ He shall feed his flock like a shepherd.” 


215 L. M. 


Bl fe Ave my Shepherd, let me share 
Thy guiding hand, Thy tender care; 
And let me ever find in Thee, 

A refuge and a rest for me. 


2 O lead me ever by Thy side, 
Where fields are green, and waters glide ; 
And be Thou still, where’er I be, : 
A refuge and a rest for me. 


3 While I this barren desert tread, 
» Feed Thou my soul on heavenly bread; * 
Mid foes and fears Thee may I see, 
A refuge and a rest for me. 


184 FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER EASTER. 


“ Lo Tam with you alway, even unto the end of the world.” 
222 8s, 7s, 8 Lines. 
66 ene with us, always with us :”— 
Words of cheer and words of love ; 
Thus the risen Saviour whispers, 
From His dwelling-place above. * 
With us, when we toil in sadness, 
Sowing much and reaping none ; 
Telling us that in the future 
Golden harvests shall be won: 


2 With us, when the storm is sweeping 

O’er our pathway dark and drear ; 
Waking hope within our bosoms, 

Stilling every anxious fear: 
With us, in the lonely valley, 

When we cross the chilling stream ; 
Lighting up the steps to glory, 

With salvation’s radiant beam. 

Edwin H. Nevin, 1858. 


FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER EASTER. 


“ Tt is expedient for you that I go away; for if I go not 
away, the Comforter will not come unto you.’ 


223 8s, 68, 8s, 4s. 
UR blest Redeemer, ere He breathed 
His tender last farewell, 
A Guide, a Comforter, bequeathed 
With us to dwell. 4 


2 He came sweet influence to impart, 
A fcciouts willing Guest, 
While He can find one humble heart 
Wherein to rest. 


3 And His that gentle voice we hear, 
Soft as the breath of even, 


o 


188 FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER EASTER. 


‘His own most gracious smile 
Shall welcome you above. 
Henry W. Baker, 1061. 


“Tn my Father’s house are many mansions : I go to pre 
pare a place for you.” 


227 88, 78, 8 Lines. 


ESUS who hath gone before us 
Heavenly mansions to prepare,— 
See Him, who is ever pleading 
For us with prevailing prayer ; 
See Him, who with sound of trumpet 
And with His angelic train, 
Summoning the world to judgment, 
On the clouds will come again. 


2 Raise us up from earth to heaven, 
Give us wings of faith and love, 
Gales of holy aspirations 
Wafting us to realms above; 
That, with hearts and minds uplifted 
We with Christ our Lord may dwell, 
Where He sits enthroned in glory 
In His heavenly citadel. 


3 So at last, when He appeareth, 
We from out our graves may spring, 
With our youth renewed like eagles, 
Flocking round our heavenly King, 
Caught up on the clouds of heaven,— 
And may meet Him in the air, 
Rise to realms where He is reigning, 
And may reign for ever there. 
C. Wordsworth. 


“ Blessed is the man that trusteth in Thee.” 


228 L. My 
Meg e my Lord, ’tis sweet to rest 
Upon Thy tender loving breast, 


oo] 


104: - ASCENSION DAY. 
ASCENSION DAY. 


“He was received up into heaven and sat on the right 
f hand of God.” 
235 chit ee 
AIL the day that sees Him rise, 
H Ravished from our wishful eyes ; 
Christ, awhilé to mortals given, 
Reascends His native heaven. 

2 There the pompous triumph waits ; 
Lift up your heads, eternal gates ! 
Wide unfold the radiant scene; 

Take the King of glory in! 

8 Him though highest heaven receives, 
Still He loves the earth He leaves; 
Though returning to His throne, 
Still He calls mankind His own. 

4 See! He lifts His hands above! 

See! He shows the prints of love! 
Hark! His gracious lips bestow 
Blessings on His church below! 
5 Still for us His death He pleads ; 
‘Prevalent, He intercedes; 
Near Himself prepares our place, 
Harbinger of human race. 

6 There we shall with Thee remain, 
Partners of Thine endless reign ; 
There Thy face unclouded see, 

Find our heav’n of heay’ns in Thee. 
Charles Wesley, 1739. 


“Lift up your heads, O ye gates; even lift them up, ye 
everlasting doors 3 and the King of glory shall ; 
5 come in,” 
23 . M. 
UR Lord is risen from the dead, 
NYE, Our Jesus is gone up on high ; 


196 ASCENSION DAY. 


2 Who is this that comes in glory, 
With the trump of jubilee? 
Lord of battles, God of armies, 
He has gained the victory ; 
He, who on the cross did suffer, 
He, who from the grave arose, 
He has vanquished sin and Satan, 
He by death has spoiled His foes. 
3 Thou hast raised our human nature 
In the clouds to God’s right hand; 
There we sit in heav’nly places, 
There with Thee in glory stand ; 
Jesus reigns, adored by angels; 
Man with God is on the throne; 
Mi uae Lord! in Thine ascension, 
We y faith behold our own. 
Christopher Wordsworth, 1863. 


“ This Man, after He had offered one sacrifice for sins, 
forever sat down on the right hand of God.” 
238 


L. M, 
SAVIOUR, who for man hast trod 
The wine-press of the wrath of God, 
Ascend, and claim again on high 
The glory left for us to die. 
2 A radiant cloud is now Thy seat, 
And earth lies stretched beneath Thy feet; 
Ten thousand thousands round Thee sing, 
And share the triumph of their King. 
3 The angel-host enraptured waits; 
“Lift up your heads, eternal gates!” 
O God-and-Man! the Father’s throne 
Is now for evermore Thine own. 
4 Our great High Priest and Shepherd, Thou 
Within the veil art entered now, 
To offer there Thy precious blood 
Once poured on edrth a cleansing flood. 


204 SUNDAY AFTER ASCENSION, 


3 Ever may we upwards move, 
Wafted on the wings of love ; 
Looking when our Lord shall come, 
Longing.for our heavenly home: 


4 There may we with Thee remain, 
Partners of Thine endless reign ; 
There Thy face unclouded see, 

Find our heaven of heavens in Thee: 


5 There before Thy footstool fall; 
There confess Thee Lord of all; 
And, while endless ages last, 
There our crowns before Thee cast, 


Charles Wesley. 


“ Set your affections upon things which are above.” 
Cc. M. 


48 
O JESUS, who art gone before 
To Thy blest realms of light: 
O, thither may our spirits soar, 
And wing their upward flight. 


2 Make us to those delights aspire, 
Which spring from love to Thee; 
Which pass the carnal heart’s desire, 
Which faith alone can see ; 


3 Where God to those whom He doth own, 
His secret doth reveal ; 
d is Himself their joy and crown, 
And all in all doth fill. 


4 To guide us to Thy glories, Lord, 
To lift us to the sky ; 
O may Thy Holy Ghost be pour’d 
Upon us from on high. 
Latin Hymn. 
Trans. by J. Chandler. 


206 SUNDAY AFTER ASCENSION. 


3 Pour Thy Spirit from on high; ‘ 
Come, Thy mourning Church to bless; 
Streams of life and joy supply ; 
Fill the world with righteousness ; 
4 Light shall then possess Thine own, 
oly quiet, perfect peace ; 
And where heav’nly seed is sown, 
Thou wilt give the blest increase. 
Edward Osler? 


“Tet. all the world bow down before Him.” 
251 LM. 
H! for a sweet, inspiring ray, 
To animate our feeble strains, 
From the bright realms of endless day, 
The blissful realms, where Jesus reigns! 


2 There, low before His glorious throne, 
Adoring saints and angels fall; 
And, with delightful worship, own 
His smile their bliss, their heay’n, their all. 


8 Immortal glories crown His head, 
While tuneful hallelujahs rise, 
And love, and joy, and triumph spread 
Through all th’ assemblies of the skies. 


4 He smiles,—and seraphs tune their songs 
To boundless rapture, while they gaze; 
Ten thousand, thousand joyful tongues 
Resound His everlasting praise. 


5 There, all the fav’rites of the Lamb 
Shall join at. last the heav’nly choir: 
Oh! may the joy-inspiring theme, 
_ Awake our faith and warm desire. 
6 Dear Saviour! let Thy Spirit seal 
Our interest in that blissful place ; - 
- Till death remove this mortal veil 
And we behold Thy lovely face. 
Anne Steele, 1760. 


* 208 WHITSUNDAY. 


Before His feet the clouds were riven, 
Half darkness and half flame. 
2 But when He came the second time, 
He came in power and love; 
Softer than gale at morning prime 
Hovered His holy Dove. 
8 The fires that rushed on Sinai down 
In sudden torrents dread, 
Now gently light a glorious crown 
On every sainted head. 
4 Anas on Israel’s awe-struck ear 
The voice exceeding loud, 
The trump, that angels quake to hear, 
Thrill’d from the deep, dark cloud: 
5 So, when the Spirit of our God 
Came down His flock to find 
A yoice from heay’n was heard abroad, 
A rushing, mighty wind. 
6 It fills the Church of God; It fills 
The sinful world around ; 
Only in stubborn hearts and wills 
(0 place for It is found. 
7 Come Lord, come Wisdom, Love, and Power, 
Open our hearts to hear; 
Let us not miss th’ accepted hour 
Save, Lord, by love or fear. 
John Keble, 1827. 


“ Me will reprove the world of sin, and of righteousness, 
and of judgment.” 
254 8. M. 
(er Holy Spirit, come, 
Let Thy bright beams arise, 
Dispel the darkness from our minds, 
And open all our eyes. 


210 WHITSUNDAY. 


Without Thy pure divinity, 
Nothing in all serene 
Nothing is strong or holy. 


4 Wash out each dark and sordid stain ; 
Water each dry and arid plain, 

Raise up the bruiséd reed. 
Enkindle what is cold and chill 
Relax the stiff and stubborn will 

Guide those that guidance need, 


5 Give to the good, who find in Thee 
The Spirit’s perfect liberty, 
Thy seven fold power and love. 
Give virtue strength its crown to win, 
Give struggling souls their rest from sin, 
Give endless peace above. 
Robert II. of France. 
Trans. A. P.Stanley, 1873. 


“ Neither will I hide my face any more from them: for I 
have poured out my Spirit upon the house of Israel.” 


256 L.M, 
PIRIT of mercy, truth, and love, 
O shed Thine influence from above ; 
And still from age to age convey 
The wonders of this sacred day. 


2 In every clime, by every tongue, 
Be God’s surpassing glory sung: 
Let all the listening earth be taught 
The wonders by our Saviour wrought. 


8 Unfailing Comfort, heavenly Guide, 
Still o’er ead holy Church preside ; 
Still let mankind Thy blessings prove, 
Spirit of mercy, truth, and love. 
R.W. Kyle, 1842. 


212 WHITSUNDAY. 


The mind of Jesus Christ impart, 
And consecrate to Thee my heart. 


4 Teach me to do my Father’s will, 
To lie beneath His guidance still; 
Lighten my mind, and O incline 
My heart to make His pleasure mine. 


5 From spot and blemish make me pure, 
My future bliss in heaven secure : 
hen lost in darkness, give me light, 
And cheer me through death’s dreary night. 
Lavater, 1770. 
Trans. Frances E. Cox. 


“ The Spirit itself maketh intercession for us with groan- 
ings which cannot be uttered.” 


259 7s. 
Gea. is the Saviour’s prayer ; 
\ Hail, O gracious Comforter, 
Promise of our parting Lord, 
To His throne in heav’n restored. 


2 God, the everlasting God, 
Makes with mortals His abode : 
He, whom heay’n cannot contain, 
Dwelleth in the heart of man. 


3 There He helps our feeble moans, 
Deepens our imperfect groans; 
Intercedes in silence there, 

Sighs th’ unutterable prayer. 

4 Holy Ghost, our hearts inspire, 
Lighten there Thy heav’nly fire; 
Day by day our life renew, 


Thou the Gift and Giver too. 

5 Brood Thou o’er our nature’s night: 
Kindle darkness into light. 
Spread Thy overshadowing wings: 
Order from confusion springs. 


214 WHITSUNDAY. 


Laver of regeneration 5 
Is o’ershadowed by Thee there ; 
Thou dost shed at Confirmation 
From Thy wing a gift of grace; 
Eucharistic celebration 
Has revealings of Thy face. 
5 Strengthen, warm, and purify us; 
From the bands of sin release ; 
Comfort, counsel, sanctify us ; 
Give us love, and joy, and peace; 
Patience, faith, and resignation 
Breathe upon us with Thy breath ; 
Give us heavenly consolation 
In the solemn hour of death. 


6 So when earth with fruit aboundeth, 
And shall angel-reapers see, 
And the great Archangel soundeth 
God’s eternal Jubilee, 
We may join their gratulation ; 
To the Father ann the Son 
And the Spirit, adoration 
Ever be, blest Three in One. 
Christopher Wordsworth, 


“By Thy glorious resurrection and ascension and by the 
coming of the Holy Ghost, good Lord, deliver us.” 


261 _ 78. 
ea the first bright Easter-day, 
When the stone was rolled away ; 
By the glory round Thee shed 
At Thy rising from the dead; 


King of glory, hear our ery ; 
Make us soon Thy joys to see, 
Where enthroned in majesty 
Countless angels sing to Thee. 
2 By Thy parting blessing given 
As Thou didst ascend to heaven ; 


218 TRINITY SUNDAY. 


2 Conduct us safe, conduct us far 
From every sin and hateful snare ; 
Lead to Thy word that rules must give, 
And teach us lessons how to live. 


3 The light of truth to us display, 
And make us know and choose Thy way; 
Plant holy fear in every heart, 
That we from God may ne’er depart. 
4 Lead us to Christ, the living Way, 
Nor let us from His precepts stray ; 
Lead us to holiness, the road 
That we must take to dwell with God. 
5 Lead us to heaven, that we may share 
Fulness of joy forever there : 
Lead us to God, our final rest, 
To be with Him forever blest. 
Simon Browne, 1720, altered. 


TRINITY SUNDAY. 


“Who hast made Thyself known in the work of man’s re- 
demption as the mystery of the ever adorable Trinity, 
Father, Son and Holy Ghost.” 

66 : L. M. 
O HOLY, holy, holy Lord! 
Bright in Thy deeds and in Thy name, 
Forever be pa name adored, 
Thy glories let the world proclaim! 
2 O Jesus, Lamb once crucified 
To take our load of sins away, 
Thine be the hymn that rolls its tide 
Along the realms of upper day! 
3 O Holy Spirit! from above 
In streams of light and glory given, 
Thou source of ecstacy and love 
Thy praises ring through earth and heaven! 


2 


. 
we 


% 
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TRINITY SUNDAY. 


All the earth its homage pays: 
Honor, power, glory, blessing, 

Ever giveth unto Thee, 

Father of eternity. 


2 All the angels join the hymn, 
ll the powers of heaven replying, 
Cherubim to Seraphim, 
With unwearied voices crying: 
Holy, holy, holy Lord, 
God of hosts, be Thou adored. 


8 Thee, the Apostles’ glorious choir, 
Prophets ranked in goodly number, 
Martyrs robed in white attire, 
Praise, and never sleep nor slumber; 
Loud their hallelujahs rise 
Rolling through the vaulted skies. 
4 Father! Thee, the Church doth own, 
Wide through every land and nation, 
With Thy true and only Son, 
Worthy of all adoration, 
And the Holy Spirit—Her 
Everlasting Comforter! 
5 King, O Christ, ere time began 
In the Father’s glory reigning, 
Thou, to rescue fallen man, 
Neither birth nor death disdaining, 
Hast to all believers giy’n 
Entrance through the gate of heay’n. 
6 Seated now at God’s right hand, 
Thou shalt come as 5 udge: before Thee 
When the quick and dead shall stand, 
Help Thy servants, we implore Thee; 
Make them with Thy saints to shine, 
In eternal glory Thine. 
7 Save Thy people, Lord, we pray ; 
Bless Thy heritage forever ; 


224 FIRST SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 


2 O may we love each other, Lord, 
As we are loved of Thee: 
For none are truly born of God, 
Who live in enmity. 
3 Heirs of the same immortal bliss, 
Our hopes and fears the same, 
The cords of love our hearts should bind, 
The law of love inflame. 


4 So shall the vain contentious world 
Our peaceful lives approve, 
And wondering say, as they of old, 
“See how the Christians love.” 
Thos. Cotterill. 


“TTe who loveth not, knoweth not God; for God is love.” 
13 7s, 6 lines, 
neue ae we kept the Saviour’s birth, 
Half the yearly course is flown ; 
We have followed Him on earth, 
We have traced Him to His throne: 
Grateful now we stand, and greet 
Our salvation wrought complete. 
2 What one sweetest flower and best 
Decks the garden of the Spouse? 
What one gem beyond the rest 
Sparkles on the Victor’s brows? 
What one strain in heaven above 
Swells the chorus? God is Love! 


3 Thou who lovedst us on high, 
Looking from the seats of bliss, 
Then, to take our misery, 
Passedst through a world like this, 
Of Thy Spirit, Lord, impart ; 
Warm with love each grateful heart! 
4 To the brethren evermore, 5 
To the neighbor dwelling by, 


232 THIRD SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 
THIRD SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 


“ There is joy in the presence of the angels over one sinner 
‘thut repenteth.” 
28 


7s. 


4 
HEN, this goodly world to frame, 
W The Lord of might and mercy came, 
Shouts of joy were heard on high, 
And the stars sang from the sky: 

2 When of love the midnight beam 
Dawn’d on the towers of Bethlehem, 
Then, along the echoing hill, 

Angels sang: “ On earth good will.” 

3 When the sheep, that went astray, 
Turns again to Zion’s way ; 

When the soul, by grace subdued, 
Sobs its prayer of gratitude ; 

4 Then the heav’nly hosts above, 
Filled with holy joy and love, 
Strike the loud and rapt’rous strain 
From their golden harps again. 


Reginald Heber, altered, 


“He was lost and is found.” 
5 8. M. 
ne through the courts of heaven 
Voices of angels sound, 
“ He that was dead now lives again, 
He.that was lost is found !” 
2 God of unfailing grace. 
Send down Thy Spirit now, 
Raise the dejected soul to hope, 
And make the lofty bow. 
3 In countries far from home, 
On earthly husks we feed; 


28 


252 SEVENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 


Immortal crowns of majesty, 
And never-ending songs. 
Isaac Watts, 1709. 


** Cause the comfort of Thy heavenly grace to abound in us. 
as the earnest and pledge of joys to come.’’ 


312 c. M. 
ATHER! whate’er of earthly bliss 
Thy sovereign will denies, 
Accepted at Thy throne of grace, 
Let this petition rise: 


2 Give me a calm, a thankful heart, * 
From every murmur free; 
The blessings of Thy grace impart, 
And let me live to Thee. 


8 Let the sweet hope, that Thou art mine, 
My path of life attend ; 
Thy presence through my journey shine, 
And crown my journey’s end. 
Anne Steele, 1760. 


“ He that eateth Me, even he shall live by Me.’ 
L. M. 


13 
Joa Thou Joy of loving hearts, 
Thou Fount of life, Thou Light of men, 
From the best bliss that earth imparts, 
We turn unfilled to Thee again. 


2 Thy truth unchanged hath ever stood; 

‘hou savest those that on Thee call; 

To them that seek Thee, Thou art good 
To them that find Thee, All in all. 


3 We taste Thee, O Thou living Bread, 
And long to feast upon Thee still: 
We drink of Thee, the Fountain-head 

And thirst our souls from Thee to fill. 


256 EIGHTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 


4 They have fellowship with God, 
Through the Mediator’s blood ; 
One with God, through Jesus one, 
Glory is in them begun. 
5 They alone are truly blest ; 
Heirs with God, joint heirs with Christ; 
They with love and peace are fill’d, 
They are by His Spirit sealed. 
Jos. Humphreys, 1748. 


‘“‘ For as many as are led by the Spirit of God, they are 
the sons of Glod.”’ 
Cc. M. 
318 2 ee whole creation groans and waits 
Till we, who love Thee, Lord, 
Shall stand within Thy temple gates, 
And shine—the sons of God. 
2 The sons of God,—how bright they shine ! 
No mortal eye can see ; 
We sinners shall be made divine ! 
: We shall be one with Thee! 
3 One with the Lord and all His saints! 
Thy nature in our own! 
bee erown our rich inheritance ! 
eirs to Thy royal throne! 
4 Thy throne no joy to us would bring, 
f we from Thee were riven; 
For all our joy is in our King, 
And Thou art all our heaven. 


“We will be glad and rejoice in Thee; we will remember 
Thy love.”’ 
319 8. M. 
M* God! permit my tongue 
This joy, to call Thee mine; 
And let my early cries prevail, 
To taste Thy love divine. 


258 NINTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 


By Thy paternal bounty fed, 

We shall not lack in all our way: 
As far from danger as from fear, 
While Thine almighty love is near. 

s Charles Wesley. 


“In the day also He led them with a cloud and all tha 
night with a light of fire.” 
321 Cc. M. 
i ay to the land of promise bound, 
Our desert-path we tread ; 
God’s fiery pillar for our guide, 
His Captain at our he 
2 E’en now we faintly trace the hills, 
And catch their distant blue; 
Aud the bright city’s gleaming spires 
Rise dimly on our view. 
3 Soon, when the desert shall be crossed, 
The flood of death past o’er, 
Our pilgrim hosts shall safely land 
On Canaan’s peaceful shore. 
4 There love shall have its perfect work, 
And prayer be lost in praise ; 
And all the servants of our God 
Their endless anthems raise. 
Henry Alford, 1827. 


*Tiluminate our minds by Thy heavenly grace, and fil 
them with the pure wisdom which cometh from above, 
that we may walk before Thee in simplicity and 

godly sincerity all our days.” 

2 L. M. 

Bale O Creator, Spirit blest! 

And in our souls take up Thy rest; 
Come, with Thy grace and heavenly aid, 
To fill the hearts Thy power hath made. 


32. 


4 


260 NINTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 


Beneath the cloud baptiz’d are we, 
And Jesus leads us through the sea. 


4 No arm can save us from the foe 
But Thine,—no other hope we know}; 
We lean not on ourselves ;—Thy rod 
Is all our trust, Thou Son of God. 


5 In all our long and weary way, 
Pilgrims of Canaan, lest we stray, 
e Thou our Guide, Thy grace afford 
And make us Thine in will and word. 
6 So may we through life’s desert go, 
And come where fruits of Esheo heel ; 
Gain the rich promise of Thy wor Sy 
And rest forever with the Lord. 


C. Wordsworth, ‘altered. 


“ Not taking counsel of the world or of the flesh, but aiming 
and endeavoring in all things only to know and do Thy will.” 


10s, 4s, 10s, 4s, 10s, 10s. 


Svea kindly Light, amid the encircling gloom, 
Lead Thou me on: 
The night is dark, and I am far from home, 
Lead ‘Thou me on. 
Keep Thou my feet; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene; one step enough for me. | 


2 I was not ever thus, nor oa that Thou 
Shouldst lead me on ; 
I loved to choose and see my path; but now 
Lead Thou me on. 
I loved the garish day: and, spite of fears, 
Pride ruled my will; remember not past years. 


3 So long Thy power hath blest me, sure it still 
Will lead me on 
O’er moor and fen, o’er crag and torrent, till - 
The night is gone. 


264 TENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, 


5 Redeemer! come ; I open wide 
My heart to Thee; here, Lord! abide; 
Let me Thine inner presence feel, 
Thy grace and love in me reveal. 


6 Thy Holy Spirit guide us on, 
Until our glorious goal be won! 
Eternal praise, eternal fame, 
Be offered, Saviour! to Thy name! 
George Weisel, 1635. 
Trans, Cath. Winkworth, 1856. 


“He beheld the city and wept over it.” 


330 C.M 
Wer scorned by Zion, David’s Son 
Looked down from Olivet, 
The countenance of Christ was sad, 
Those eyes with tears were wet. 


2 O precious tears, most precious blood, 
ore costly than the dew 
That falls on Hermon’s hill, and rains 
That Carmel’s flowers renew. 


3 For from those tears and precious blood, 
As from prolific showers, ; 
A blessed garden soon will bloom 
Of heavenly passion-flowers. 


4 Thou, Lord, wilt rise from Calvary ; 
And through Gethsemane 
From Zion pass to Olivet, 
For glorious victory. 


5 Another Zion from that mount, 
‘ O Lord, Thou wilt behold, 
Thy heavenly Zion, ever bright 
With precious stones and gold. 
6 O weep with Christ on Olivet, 
That ye with Christ may rise; 


268 ELEVENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 


“He that humbleth himself shall be exalted.” 
335 ©. M. 


OLY and rev’rend is the name 
Of our eternal King ; 
“Thrice holy Lord!” the angels ery ; 
“Thrice holy!” let us sing. 


2 Holy is He in all His works, 
And truth is His delight ; 
But sinners and their wicked ways 
Shall perish from His sight. 


3 The deepest rev’rence of the mind, 
Pay, O my soul, to God; 
Lift with Thy hands a holy heart 
To His sublime abode. 


4 With sacred awe pronounce His name 
hom words nor thoughts can reach ty 
A broken heart shall please Him more 
Than the best forms of speech. 
5 Thou holy God! preserve my soul 
From all pollution free ; 
The pure in heart are Thy delight, 
And they Thy face shall see. 
John Needham, 1768. 


* O Lord, open Thou my lips; and my mouth shall show 
forth Thy praise.” 
336 83s & 7s, 8 lines. 
T°RR with glowing heart I’d praise Thee 
For the bliss Thy love bestows ; 
For the persons grace that saves me, 
And the peace that from it flows: 
Help, O God, my weak endeavor ; 
This dull soul to rapture raise ; 
Thou must light the flame, or never 
Can my love be warmed to praise. 


272 TWELFTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 


6 Thou sayest, ‘ Without holiness 

No eye shall look on Thee,” 

And “ Bleweed are the pure in heart, 
For they God’s face shall see.” 


7 O, therefore, cleanse our sullied hearts, 
Soften these hearts of stone, 
.That we may see Thee, and may know 
As we, O Lord, are known. 
C. Wordsworth, 


“My soul doth magnify the Lord.” 
340 C.aPeMe 
OF ! could I speak the matchless worth, 
Oh! could I sound the glories forth, 
Which in my Saviour shine! 
T’dsoar, and touch the heavenly strings, 
And vie with Gabriel, while he sings 
In notes almost divine. 
2 I’dsing the precious blood He spilt, 
My ransom from the dreadful guilt 
Of sin and wrath divine: 
I'd sing His glorious righteousness, 
In which all-perfect, heavenly dress 
My soul shall ever shine. 
3 I’d sing the characters He bears, 
And all the forms of love He wears, 
ExaJted on His throne: 
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise, 
I would to everlasting days, 
Make all His glories known. 
4 Well,—the delightful day will come, 
When He, dear Lord! will bring me home, 
And I shall see His face : 
There, with my Saviour, brother, friend, 
A blessed eternity I’ll spend, 
Triumphant in His grace. 
Samuel Medley, 1789. 


288 sIxTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 


Cast down their golden crowns 
In worship of the Triune Majesty. 


4 Responsive rolls the chant 
From side to side in heav’n’s own liturgy: 
“ Thrice Holy, Lord of Hosts, 
Which was, and is, and evermore shall be’? 


5 Nor are those spirits mute, 
Who to the Church Expectant now belong; 
They to the Saving Name f 
In adoration pour their thankful song. 
6 With these the Church on earth 
In ceaseless worship bears its equal part: 
In every land and tongue 
Go up glad hymns of praise from voice and heart. 
7 O when shall discords cease? ~ 
When shall Christ’s family on earth be one ? 
When shall His will supreme 
As with one mind by all His saints be done? 
8 Blest Spirit, may Thy grace 
Our hymns of earth with those of angels blend, 
Until their notes be changed 
For that ‘new song” of heaven that ne’er shall end! 
. 9 To Thee, O Trinity ; 
To Thee, O Father; Thee, Eternal Son; 
O Holy Ghost, to Thee 
Be glory while th’ unending ages run! 
Benjamin Webb. 


“And to know the love of Christ, which passeth know 
ledge.” 


3862 Cc. M. 
HE Saviour! O what endless charms 
Dwell in the blissful sound ! 
Its influence every fear disarms, 
And spreads sweet comfort round. 


292 sEVENTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 


Oh! who like Thee so humbly bore 
The scorn, the scoffs of men, before ; 
So meek, so lowly, yet so high, 

So glorious in humility? 

2 Through all Thy life-long weary years, 
A Man of abihotta and ry eon iad 
The cross, where all our sins were laid, 
Upon Thy bending shoulders weighed ; 
And death, that sets the prisoner free, 
Was pang, and scoff, and scorn to Thee; 
Yet love through ali Thy torture glowed, 
And mercy with Thy life-blood flowed. 


3 O wondrous Lord, our souls would be 
Still more and more conformed to Thee; 
Would lose the pride, the taint of sin, 
That burns these fevered veins within ; 
And learn of ‘Thee, the lowly One, 
And, like Thee, all our journey run, 
Above the world, and all its mirth, 

Yet weeping still with weeping earth, 
4 Be with us as we onward go; 
Illumine all our way of woe ; 
And grant us ever on the road 
To trace the footsteps of our God: 
That when Thou shalt appear, arrayed 
In light, to judge the quick and dead, 
We may to life immortal soar 
Through Thee, who livest evermore. 
Arthur C. Coxe. 


"The desire of our souls is to Thy name, and to the re- 
; membrance of Thee.” 


367 Cc. M. 
: egg the very thought of Thee 
With sweetness fills my breast: 
But sweeter far Thy face to see, 
And in Thy presence rest. 


800 wiNETEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, 


4 My dying Saviour and my God, 
Foantait for guilt and sin, 
Sprinkle me ever with Thy blood, 
And cleanse and keep me clean! 


5 Wash me, and make me thus Thine own; 
‘Wash me, and mine Thou art! 
Wash me, but not my feet alone; 
My hands, my head, my heart! 
6 Th’ atonement of Thy blood apply, 
Till faith to sight improve; 
Till hope in full fruition die, 
And all my soul be love. 
Charles Wesley, 1740, 


" Him hath God exalted to be a Prince and a Saviour, for 
to give repentance to Israel and forgiveness 

of sins,” 

8. M. 


8 
MY ESTIC sweetness sits enthroned 
Upon the Saviour’s brow; 
His haat with radiant glories crowned, 
His lips with grace o’erflow. 


2 No mortal can with Him compare 
Among the sons of men; 
Fairer is He, than all the fair 
That fill the heavenly train. 
3 He saw me plunged in deep distress; 
+ He flew to my relief : 
For me He bore the shameful cross 
And carried all my grief. 
4 To Him I owe my life and breath, 
And all the joys I have; 
He makes me triumph over death, 
And saves me from the grave, 


5 To heaven, the place of His abode, 
_ He brings my weary feet; 
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202 TWENTIETH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 
“ That we might be made the righteousness of God in 
Him.” 


10s. 


380 
He: O my Lord, I see Thee face to face ; f 
Here would I touch and handle things unseen ; 
Here grasp with firmer hand th’ eternal grace, 
And all my weariness upon Thee lean, 


2 Here would I feed upon the Bread of God; 
Here drink with Thee the royal Wine of Heaven; 
Here would I lay aside each earthly load, 
‘Here taste afresh the calm of sin forgiven. 


3 I have no help but Thine; nor do I need 
Another arm save Thine to lean upon; 
Tt is enough, my Lord; enough, indeed : 
My strength is in Thy might, Thy might alone. 
4 I have no wisdom, save in Him who is 
My Wisdom and my Teacher, both in one; 
No wisdom can I lack while Thou art wise, 
No teaching do I crave, save Thine alone. 
5 Mine is the sin, but Thine the righteousness ; 
Mine is the guilt, but Thine the cleansing blood, 
Here is my robe, my refuge, and my peace, 
Thy blood, Thy righteousness, O Lord my God! 
6 Feast after feast thus comes, and passes by ; 
Yet, passing, points to the glad Feast above, 
Giving sweet foretaste of the festal joy, 
The Lamb’s great bridal Feast of ‘bliss and love. 
; ; Horatius Bonar, 1856. 


“Search me, O God, and know my heart. 
1 L. M. 
O THOU, to whose all-searching sight, 
The darkness shineth as the light. 
Search, prove my heart, it pants for Thee; 
Oh, burst these bonds and set it free! 
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810  twENTY-sECOND SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, 


From Zion’s hill, and Zion’s God 
Who heaven and earth has made. 
2 Thou, then, my soul in safety rest, 
Thy Guardian will not sleep ; 
His watchful care that Israel guards, 
Will Thee in safety keep. 
3 Sheltered beneath th’ Almighty’s wings, 
Thou shalt securely rest; 
Where neither sun nor moon shall thee 
By day or night molest. 
4 At home, abroad, in peace, in war 
Thy God shall thee defend ; 
Conduct thee through life’s pilgrimage, 
Safe to thy journey’s end. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 


‘TWENTY-SECOND SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY. 


“ There remaineth therefore a rest for the people of God.” 


391 OiP. M. 
Y bigerc ee! is a dwelling-place above ; 
Thither to meet the God of love, 
The poor in spirit go ; 
‘Chere is a paradise of rest ; 
For contrite hearts and souls distrest 
Its streams of comfort flow. 
2 There is a voice to mercy true; 
To them who mercy’s path pursue 
That voice shall bliss impart ; 
There is a sight from man concealed; 
That sight, the face of God revealed, 
Shall bless the pure in heart. 
3 There is a name in heaven bestowed ; 
That name, which hails them sons of God, 
The friends of peace shall know; 


320 FOURTH SUNDAY BEFORE ADVENT, 


2 High as the heavens are rais’d 
boye the ground we tread, 
So far the riches of His grace 
Our highest thoughts exceed. 
8 His power subdues our sins ; 
And His forgiving love, 
Far as the east is from the west, 
Doth all our guilt remove. 


4 The pity of the Lord 
To those who fear His name, 
Is such as tender parents feel ; 
He knows our feeble frame. 


5 Our eb are as the grass, 
Or like the morning flower; 
If one sharp blast sweep o’er the field, 
It withers in an hour. : 
6 But Thy compassions, Lord, 
To endless years endure, 
And children’s children ever find 
Thy words of promise sure. 
Tsaac Watts, 1719. 


“Who hath delivered us from the power of darkness.” 


404 Cc. M. 
LUNGED in a gulf of dark despair 
We wretched sinners lay, 
Without one cheerful beam of hope, 
Or spark of glimm’ring day. 
2 With pitying eyes, the Prince of Grace 
Beheld our helpless grief; 
He saw, and oh! amazing love! 
He ran to our relief. 
3 Down from the shining seats above 
With joyful haste He fled ; 
Entered the grave in mortal flesh, 
And dwelt among the dead. 


